On the bull came, prancing.

Lifting up his knees.

He came on as gaily

As a galley dancing

While its sail is being lowered

And the shouts are from the quays.

Like a man of Yorkshire
Grunting  after  Christmas,
When the curly foreheads
And the appetites convene.
White against the dark green
Pines along the isthmus;
He landed hardly wetted
By his gambols on the brine.

Beating Heart of Nature
What is it divorced us
From your mighty pulses
Throbbing into Sense!
Sorra much the Hermit,
Reason gives, who cursed us:
Even Love goes ebbing
From has  deadly prescience!

Now he runs around her,
Now he stands before her,
Now his mighty breathings
Xighten up her clothes;